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\IBERT H. NICOLAY, Stock Broker and Auetioneer, No. 52 WILLIAM STREET, 


gors AND SELLS AT THE STOCK-BOARD STOCKS AND BONDS, AMERICAN GOLD AND GOVERNMENT SECURITIES, FOR CASH OR ON TIME, 

EXCLUSIVELY ON COMMISSION. 

| eatery baction Sale of STOCKS and BONDS every MONDAY and THURSDAY. at 121 o'clock, at the Stock Salesroom, No. §2 William Street, or Merchants’ Exchange Salesroom' 
ml 


Broadway, when desired, 
¢#™ Stocks and Bonds, also Insurance Scrip, bought and sold at private sale. Business paper negotiated, and dividends collected. ag 
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EDWIN BOOTH. 


Hamlet.—“ THEY ARE COMING TO THE PLAY 


——— ——— eS 


NEW BOOK BY HENRY WARD BEECHER. 
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TES AND EARS. One handsome volume. 12mo, Price. $1.25. (Copies in fine cloth, extra gilt, with gilt edges, $175) A new volume by Mr. Beecher, “ to inspire a love of Nature, 1 
neeyment of rural occupations, to form a kindly habit of judging men and evevts, to enliven the tedium ofsickness, to while away an hour with innocert amusement,” will be sure to 
the 





ct the attention of every household, - - 
fmene, he numerous articles in this matter-full book will be found those popular papers on “ Modern Conveniences and First-class Houses,” “ My Dog N ble,” “ A Cannon Ball in 
Vesuty,» Gocd-natured People,” “Driving Fast Horses,” “ Morals of Bargains,” “My Two Friends,” “My Property,” “The Lecture System,” “My . ture Gallery,” “ Winter 


ete., 
"Published this day by TICKNOR & FIELDS, Boston, and for sale everywhere. Sent, post-paid, on receipt of price by the Publishers. 459 
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Entered according to Act of Congress, in the year 1862, by Louis H. Sreraess, ia the Clerk’s office ot the District Court of the U. 8. for the Southern District of New-York. 
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VANITY FAIR. 








GAYETTY’S 
MEDICATED PAPER. 


Notwithstanding the numerous attempts to | 
in the public BOGUS paper, the | 


palm off u; 
celebrated article, known »s Gayetty’s, still 
holds its unequalied reputation. and is ac- 
knowledged to be exactly what the proprie- 
tors claim that itis; and t ey challenge 
an pevestenion ae anybody skeptical as 
to its merits, edicated by a process 
not known to ont manufacturers—and the 
ipecseamen is perfect, as can be clearly 
shown toany one who “thinks the matter 
worth the trouble of proof-hunting. It can 
be shown that its PURITY and its curative 
qualities render it a necessity of every 
household ns hee Mal. vn" 
sheet has J. © N. Y., water- 
marked in it. 1 = "5 ‘be successfully 
counterf-ited any more than a Government 
Note. Sold by all Druggists. 
Depot No. 2 Beekman Street. 


PIANOS. 
CHICKERING & SONS, 


MANUFACTURERS OF 
GRAND, SQUARE, and UPRIGHT PIANOS, 
Warerooms—694 Broadway. New-York. 


These pianos hawe,always taken the ad 
premiums over all cémpetitors, en 
whenever they haye been exhibited ; 
and for public playing they have been se- 
lected by all the most eminent artists who 
have visited this country 


For full partioulazs. with description, | 
price lis list, list of medals and eeoatals. 
addr CHI TOR ERING & 8 

~— York. 











Attention, Soldiers ! 


Protect your health! No sensible man 
will leave the City without a supply of 
HOLLOWAY’S PILLS and OINTMENT. 
For Wounds, Bruises, Sores, Fevers and 
Dysentery, these medieines are the best in 
the world. Every English and French sol 
dier uses them. Only 25 cents per box or 
pot. 225 





BEAUTIFUL 
Imperial Photograph 


OF THE 


| 
EMPRESS EUGENIE 


Is to be seen at 


noe a a O.N Y’S. 


No. 501 Broadway, 


The ladies of New-York are invited to ex- 
amine it. 





The Empress Eugenie | 


Will receive the Ladies of New-York 


AT ANTHONY’S, 


No. 591 Broadway. until further notice: | 


IMPERIAL 

THE 

EMPRESS 
AND THE 

PRINCE IMPERIAL, 


AT ANTHONY’S, No. 501 BROADWAY, 
Manufacturer of the Best Photographic 


GROUP, 


genuine | 





IMPROVED 


Gutta-Percha 
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Lm at CEWEW. RODE 


most DURABLE 
JOHNS & CROSLEY, 


ROOFING in use. 
SOLE MANUFACTURERS. 


CEMENT 
Fins and WaTER 
Prooy. Applied 
78 WILLIAM ST., 
(cor. LIBERTY 8T.), 


ROOFINC. 
to New and Old 
WEW YORK. 


CEMENT, 


For porter napa 
an 
LEAKY “ME! TAL 
ROOFS 





of every ore 
tion: will not 
crack in cold or gh 
in warm weather 


IT IS WATER-PROOF AND 
COSTS ONLY ABOUT a 2 
ONB THIRD AS parts of the coun- 
MUCH AS sry with full di- 
TIN, rections for use, Agents Wanted 
And is twice as Send fora Circular] 
Biervale. TERMS OASH. 


OCUNS & CROSLEW’S AMERICAN CEMENT GLUE, | 
FOR CBMENTING WOOD, LEATHER, GLASS, IVORY, CHINA, ve. | 
BLE, PORCELAIN, ALABASTER, BONE, CORAL, etc., "ete. the only article of the kind ever pro- 
duced which will withstand water. Thal Terms to Wholesele Dealers. 295 Cents 
rice, - - . 
JOHNS & “OROSLEY, “gole Manufacturers, 
Wholesale W: arehouse, 87 William st., cor. Liberty, 











VAN iy FAIR. 


| —__—_— 


‘CO. SMENCEMENT OF THE:SIXTH VOLUME. 


——__ ii 


The First-Number of the Sixth Volume of VANITY FAIR was issued 
July 5th, and with it we decided upon the discontinuance of all 
Premiums, preferring to give our Subscribers the advan- 
tage of the difference we have consequently 
made in our rates. 


TERMS OF SUBSCRIPTION 


PAYABLE INVARIABLY IN ADVANTCE. 


One Copy, per mail, one year, 

Five Copies to Club, one ar (and one to Agent.) + 
City Subscribers, by Cc er, one year, - ~ 
| Single Copies, - - - 


Subscribers in Canada and British Provinces must remit fifty cents extra to cover postage. 
wo wrTD YR WPRthss. 


Single Volume, ieebr a 
Two Volumes an of Paper, for one year, (books prepaid ‘only,) 
Three 
Four “ iif “ iid “ 
Five “ - ii it) iio 
Three ‘“ = to California, ys 
Four oe iid “ ct) 
Five o e id ii) ii] 
Remittances must be made in United Staies Notes Gold, New-York or Eastern Cunpemeye' 
or other Ourrency at New-York pa; 
In submitting this low rate of terms to the public, the publisher trusts he will be liberally respond- 
ed to throughout the country, by Ali of those who feel an interestand pride in sustaining this 





National Eiumorous Paper. 


WHICH Is NOW PRONOUNCED BY THE MOST COMPETENT JUDGES. TO BE 


WITHOTT A RIVAL. 


| 

ARTEMUS WARD, 

| MAC ARONWE, 
ETHAN SPIKE 


And the long list of JESTERS and PHILOSOPHERS who have made their mark in VANITY FAIR 
as GENIAL AMERICAN HUMORISTS, will still continue with us, baving been specially engaged for 
this while ote celepas will be graced as heretofore with original eugravings by our UNAP- 


PROA BLE ARTI 

Nothing borrowed, stolen or copied, ever appears in VANITY FAIR, but the entire contents of 
every number are ORIGINAL, being prepared for it only. 

Now is the time to Sabooriet at the commencement of the New Volume. 

Seal all letters securely. and address plainly to 


LOUIS H. STEPHENS, Publisher for Proprietors, 
No. 116 Nassau Street, New-York. 


SPECIAL NOTICE,—Postmasters and others will oblige us by acting as Agents, A 
; ecimen Copy witt be sent free on applicution, Any Agent sending Club of Fivemay retain 

S27 he sh prefer to do so, instead of receiwing Copy of Paper. We should like to have 
an agent in.every Town and Village throughout the Country, Send for Specimen Copy. 





at 116 Nassau Street, N.Y. 


Pamubed te tor the t Srescitere, by Lovis H. STKriENs 


GUTTA. PERCHA) A M MUS 


SEMEN 
NIBLO’ SGA 


Lessee and Manager, 


Triumphant Commencement 
the Fall and Winter 
Season. 


‘ROWIN FOREN 


IN HiS GREAT CHARACTERs, 


| Monday, Wednesday, Th. 
! day and Friday, 


BENEFIT OF 


VR, HACKER, 


THE SHAKESPERIAN COMEDLy 


ON. TUESDAY, 
G reat om {Viusi jusical, Bo Box 


Importer, 21 Pom Lane, N. —— haste 
sale the most exte sive at tea 

country, at prices varying at Two to 

Hundred —_ Fifty Dollars, each page 
2 3, 4, 6. 8, 10, 12, 16 and 24 airs, 


BEAUTIFUL TOY BOXESFOR CHILD. 

BOXES TO SUIT ALL AGES AND TAME 
Call and examine them, 

on _ Gold and Silver Watches Cheap é 


< RE Bowes 


Sextuple Editon 


VANITY FAI. 


SIX NUMBERS of the WEEKLY HA} 
| SOMELY BOUND in a SUPERBLY 


ILLUMINATED COVER 


The second number of this 


SUCCESSFUL 


MAGAZINE 


is now ready for delivery. 





Orders for Number One al 

can be filled. 

TWENTY-FIVE CEST 
RETAIL. 


For special terms for quantity to tradé 
address 
LOUIS H. STEPHENS, 
Publisher for Proprieto 
116 Nassau street, New-York. 


PRICE, 


ee 

2 This is the best book for the OAM 
now published. acd will afford to dealers 
largest margin of profit. 

[2A competent and responsible pent? 
in Washington, D..C., who would like tow 
as Agent for VANITY FAIR, Weekly # 
Sextuple Numbers, is wanted. 





Address the Publisher. 
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A. WARD IN CANADA. 


I’u at present existin’ under a monikal form of Gov’ment. In 
other words I’m travelin’ among the crowned heds of Canady. They 
ar'n’t pretty bad people. On the cont’ry, they air exceedin’ good 

le. 
wh00, they air deprived of many blessins. They don’t enjoy, for 
jnstans, the priceless boon of a war. They haven’t any American 

il to onchain, and they hain’t got a Fourth of July to their backs. 

Altho’ this is a monikal form uf Gov’ment, I am onable to perceeve 
much moniky. I tried to git a piece in Toronto, but failed to suc- 

d. 


Mrs. Victort4, who is Queen of England, and has all the luxuries 
of the markets, incloodin’ game in its season, don’t bother herself 
much about Canady, but lets her do bout as she’s mighter. She, 
however, gin’rally keeps her supplied with a lord, who’s called a 
Gov’ner Gin’ral. Sometimes the politicians of Canady make it lively 
for this lord—for Canady has politicians, and I expect they don’t dif- 
fer from our politicians, some of em bein’ gifted and talented liars, no 
doubt. 

The present Gov’ner Gin’ral of Canady is Lord Monk. I saw him 
review some volunteers at Montreal. He was accompanied by some 
other lords and dukes and generals and those sort of things. He rode 
alittle bay horse, and his close wasn’t any better than mine. You'll 
always notiss, by the way, that the higher up in the world a man is, 
the less good harness he putson. Hence Gin’ral HALLECK walks the 
streets in plain citizen’s dress, while the second lieutenant of a volun- 
teer regiment piles all the brass things he can find onto his back, and 
drags a forty-pound sword after him. 

Monk has been in the lord bisniss some time, and I understand it 
pays, tho’ I don’t know what a lord’s wages is. The wages of sin is 
death and postage-stamps. But this has nothing to do with Monk. 

One of Lord Monk's daughters rode with him on the field. She 
has golden hair, a kind good face, and wore a red hat. I should be 
very happy to have her pay me and my family a visit at Baldinsville. 
Come and bring your knittin’, Miss Monk. Mrs. Warp will do the 
fair thing by you. She makes the best slap-jacks in America. Asa 
slap-jackist, she has no ekal. She wears the Belt. 

What the review was all about, I don’t know. I haven’t a gigan- 
tic intelleck, which can grasp great questions at onct. Iam not a 
WEBSTER or aSEYMOUR. I am not a WASHINGTON or a WADSWORTH. 
For from it. Iam not as gifted aman as HENRY WARD BEECHER. 
Even the congregation of Plymouth Meetin’-House in Brooklyn will 
admit that. Yes, I should think so. But while I don’t have the 
slitest idee as to what the review was fur, I will state that the scjers 
looked pooty scrumptious in their red and green close. 

Come with me, jentle reader, to Quebeck. Quebeck was surveyed 
and laid out by a gentleman who had been afflicted with the delirium 
tremens from childhood, and hence his idees of things was a little ir- 
teg’ler. The streets don’t lead anywheres in partic’ler, but every- 
wheres in gin’ral. The city is bilt on a variety of perpendicler hills, 
each hill bein’ a trifle wuss nor tother one. Quebeck is full of stone 
walls, and arches, and citadels and things. It is said no foe could 
ever git into Quebeck, and I guess they couldn’t. And I don’t see 
what they’d want to get in there for. 

Quebeck has seen lively times in a warlike way. The French and 
Britishers had a set-to there in 1759. Jim WoLFE commanded the 
latters, and Jo. MontcaLM the formers. Both were hunky boys, and 
fit nobly. But WoLre was too many measles for MonTcaLM, and the 

ch was slew’d. WOLFE and MontcaLM was both killed. In 
arter years a common monyment was erected by the gen’rous people 
of Quebeck, aided by a bully Earl named George DALHOUSIE, to 
these noble fellows. That was well done. 

Durin’ the Revolutionary War B. ARNOLD made his way, through 
dense woods and thick snows, from Maine to Quebeck, which it was 
one of the hunkiest things ever done in the military line. It would 
have been better if B. ARNOLD'S funeral had come off immeditly on 
his arrival there. 

_On the Plains of Abraham there was onct some tall fitin’, and ever 
since then there has been a great demand for the bones of the slew’d 
on that there occasion. But the real ginooine bones was long ago car- 
tied off, and now the boys make a hansum thing by cartin’ the bones 
of hosses and sheep out there, and sellin’ em to intelligent American 
towerists. Takin’ a perfessional view of this dodge, 1 must say that 
it betrays genius of a lorfty character. 

It reminded me of a inspired feet of my own. I used to exhibit a 
Wax figger of Henry WILKINS, the Boy Murderer. Henry had, in 
&moment of inadvertence, killed his Uncle Eporam and walked off 
With the old man’s money. Well, this statooe was lost somehow, 
and not sposin’ it would make any particler difference I substitooted 
the full-grown statooe of one of my distinguished piruts for the Boy 
Murderer. One night I exhibited to a poor but honest audience in 
the town of Stoneham, Maine. “This, ladies and gentlemen,” said 





I, pointing my umbrella (that weapon which is indispensable to every 
troo American) to the statooe, “this is a lifelike wax figger of the 
notorious HENRY WILKINS, who in the dead of night murdered his 
Uncle Eparam in cold blood. A sad warning to all uncles havin’ 
murderers for nephews. When a mere child this Heyry WILKINS 
was compelled to go to the Sunday-school. He carried no Sunday- 


. &chool book. The teacher told him to go home and bring one. He 


went and returned with a comic song-book. A depraved proceedin’.” 

“ But,” says a man in the audience, “ when you was here before 
your wax figger represented Henry WILKINS as a boy. Now, HeEn- 
RY was hung, and yet you show him to us now as a full-grown man! 
How's that ?”” . 

“The figger has growd, sir—it has growd,” I said. 

I was angry. If it had been in these times I think I should have 
informed agin him as a traitor to his flag, and had him put in Fort 
Lafayette. 

I say adoo to Quebeck with regret. It is old fogyish, but chock 
fall of interest. Young gentlemen of a romantic turn of mind, who 
air botherin’ their heads as to how they can spend their father’s 
money, had better see Quebeck. 

Altogether I like Canady. Good people and lots of pretty girls. 
I wouldn’t mind comin’ over here to live in the capacity of a Duke, 
provided a vacancy occurs, and provided further I could be allowed 
a few star-spangled banners, a eagle, a boon of liberty, etc. 

Don’t think I’ve skedaddled. Not at all. I’m coming home in a 
week. 

Let’s have the Union restored as it was, if we can; but if we can’t, 
I’m in favor of the Union as it wasn’t. But the Union, anyhow. 

Gentlemen of the editorial corpse, if you would be happy be vir- 
toous! I, who am the emblem of virtoo, tell you so. 


(Signed, ) “A, Warp.” 


i 
COLUMBIA TO JOHN BULL. 
Arr.—Joun ANDERSON my Jo. 


O JouNNy BuLu! my foe, Jonny, 
We've been long years acquent, 
And once—’ twas long ago Joun— 
I took you for a gent. 
But in your grim old age, Joun, 
The truth you quite forego, 
And your word’s not worth a bodle now, 
O Jounny Butt, my foe! 


O Jounyy Butt! my foe, Jony, 
My people were your bairas, 
Till maddened with a blow, Jonny, 
They left your cruel airme, 
Yet afterwards good friends, Jonn, 
We were, as well you know; 
But alas! you've broken faith with me, 
O JouNNy Bult, my foe. 


O Jounny Butt! my foe, Jonny, 
You’ve done me scathe and wrong, 
You've struck a dastard blow, Joun, 
You've sung a lying song. 
When you saw my hands were full, Jonny, 
You laughed and cried, ‘‘ Ho! ho! 
These Yankee chaps I'll wool now”— 


Bah, Jounny Butt! my foe. 
O Jounny Butz! my foe, Jonny, 
I’ve called your country “ mither,” 
And e’en when not in Co., Joun, 
We smiled on ain anither. 
But now we maun pairt hands, Jou, 


Your falsehood makes it so, 
And you yet may live to rue the day, 
O Jounny Butt, my foe! 


ef 
About a Foot. 


A writer in the Evening Post objects to the Rev. Dr, BrLLows for 
dwelling with complacency, in his address at the Unitarian Conven- 
tion, upon the fact that the Southern nobleman is gifted by nature 
with a small foot. 

That is not the question, however, with regard to the Southern 
foot. ‘“ What boots it?” is the querie suggested by the writer in 
the Post. ‘ Who boots it?” would be more to the purpose, at pres- 
ent; to which Echo would probably “reply,” as the sensation wri- 
ters say, by asking “‘ Who?” 
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~ VANITY FAIR. 





THE TOWN SHOWS. 


We have two new plays on the boards this week, and they are both very funny. ‘No 
Rest for the Wicked,” at LAURA Kgene’s, particularly so. It is all along of an old rake, one 
Monsieur Genet, who, having married a young and unsophisticated girl from the country, 


wishes to settle down in some quiet place, and, for the varicty of the thing, live a peacable and | 


virtuous life, The young and unsophisticated girl doesn’t see this. She wants to be sophisti- 
cated. This is what she married for. Her mother, Madame Bidaud—a gay old widow—takes 
sides with her and insists at any rate on a@ bridal tour. 


Monsieur Genet, who has made every preparation in the way of easy-chairs, dressing-gowns, 


slippers, etc., for staying at home and living the peacable and virtuous life aforesaid, strenu- | 
ously objects, but being overruled by the argument that nobody but a selfish and hard-heart- | 
ed old brute would insist on depriving his bride of an opportunity to see the world and get | 
sophisticated, is finally bundled into a carriage with the rest of them and hurried off to Paris. | 
Here he meets with four or five of his old associates in wickedness, who have also married | 
The wives, on the whole, | 


young wives and are having very much such a time of it as he has. 
are pretty merry. All they dois dance and flirt—but in Paris such is life. The husbands are 
too old for dancing, and, as nobody cares to flirt with them, they are set out in the cold. 
Rather bad for the husbands, and not very good for the wives. 


and his mother-in-law as if he cost nothing and were dear at that. Moreover, things get con- 
siderably mixed up. In fact, the man gets jealous and sleepy (it takes an old rowé to do both 
at once) and wants to go home. This in a ball-room, too, and when his wife is just getting to 
be sophisticated. 
all asleep over a card-table,) but the trick is found out, and his folks—wife, mother-in-law, 
god-daughter, etc.—all conspire against him, and resolve not to “go home till morning, till 


daylight doth appear,” (which it generally doth about that time,) when he resigns himself to | 
his fate and a sofa, not to be disturbed again until oneof his ancient pals, who had left the | 
festive scene early in the night, returns to entertain him with an account of a love-letter which | 


he found on his young wife’s dressing-table, written by no less a personage than Monsieur 
Fernaud, (husband of the god-daughter aforesaid,) then and there dancing and flirting with 
his wife in the other room. Monsieur Genet is, of course, in a great flutter, thinking possibly 


what may be going on with Ais wife all the time, and at last (afier a long series of incidents | 
which I have no time to relate) makes a compact with the injured husband—who, meanwhile, | 
has had a duel with his injurer and thus obtained complete satisfaction—by which Madame | 
Genet, her mother, and the rest of the family, are made to believe that it was he, Genet, who | 
wrote the love-letter, fought the duel, ete., in consequence of which (to his immense delight | 


and to the happy and Frenchy conclusion of the play) he is rapidly bundled back to the coun- 


try, far away from temptation, where he and his now subdued if not sophisticated wife expect 


to live in peace and die in a—etc., as in such cases made and provided. 


I think it very likely, Mr, Printer, that you will consider this to be a very trivial plot fora 


four-act play, but for my part I think that a man who would complain of it would complain of 
being fed on syllabubs. The only fault I have to find with the thing is its title, which, unne- 
cessarily perverting a fine old Scriptural precept, means, if it means anything, that when a 


wicked and worn-out old bachelor marries a wide-awake and unsophisticated young girl, he | 


will have no rest to his soul or body until she has had a chance to see the world, get sophisti- 
cated, and become as bad as he js. 
The other farce alluded to—‘ Bosom Friends,” at WALLAcK’s-—-can hardly be said to havea 


plot to its back, The title is an affectionate invention of Mr. Lester WaLacx’s, it having | 


been christened originally “ Friendsand Foes.” But this is of no consequence. When you not 


only appropriate a man’s play, but go so far even as to withhold his name, (and, by the way, | 
Miss KEENE also dces the latter,) it matters little to him or to anybody what you do with | 


the title. 


Madame Fernaud, the bridegroom’s | 
god-daughter, suddenly arrives from Paris and insists on taking the whole party there. | 


Bad particularly for Monsieur | 
Genet, who knows what it all means (having been there) and is dragged about by his wife | 


He puts the clock ahead—also the watches of his old associates, (who are | 


The story of ‘‘ Bosom Friends,” so far as it 
has one, is simply this. A wealthy and 
middle-aged simpleton by the name of Union, 
living quietly on his farm or what not, with 
his wife and child, and devoting his time to 
the cultivation of cactuses and the entertain. 
ment of bores, finds his house suddenly inun. 
dated with a flood of the latter, whose chief 
object, with a single and not very brilliant 
exception, is to pester and befool him. Tho 
single exception is a certain Dr. Bland, who 
is introduced for the purpose of preventing 
the seduction of Mrs. Union by one of the 
guests, but who, as near as I can make out, 
does nothing of the kind, though he does 
eaves-dropping enough in the course of the 
piece to entitle him to be placed on the detect. 
ive force, and excluded from decent society for 
the rest of his life. The scamp who attempts 
to seduce his hostess is prevented from ac- 
complishing his purpose by the trifling fact 
that she doesn’t particularly love him, while 
about all that Dr. Bland does in the matter 
is to prevent the fellow from being caught 
and punished for the attempt—after which 
he (Dr. B.) marries the daughter of the 
house, a charming young lady some twenty 
years younger than himself, and feels, ag 
everybody else does, that he got rather hand- 
somely paid for his services. The other 
guests, rejoicing in the descriptive names of 
Yielding, Meanley, Borrowell, Donoghue, ete., 
are a set of fellows who behave themselves 
throughout like idiots, and are intended to 
show the kind of sponges and bores that 
sometimes cluster about a man whien he has 
a plenty of dollars and no sense. This part 
of the story might as weil have been told in 
a single precept and the characters not intro- 
duced at ali. They merely embarrass what 
little semblance of a plot there is, and are an 
eyesore from begimning to end. So far as 
the action and dénouement of the play are 
concerned, the most important character isa 
fox which has been prowling all through 
the piece, and contrives, in the last act, to kill 
a hen and destroy a cactus, in consequence of 
which the infuriated hen-owner and cactus- 
grower—who is thinking of his hens and 
cactuses when, by a vulgar sell, the audience 
are led to suppose that he is thinking of his 
wife and his conjugal honor—rushes from the 
stage in a wild, melodramatic manner, and 
returns presently with the body of poor 
Reynard; whereupon the play comes to an 
end, everybody wondering what in the deuce 
it is all about, and why the fox wasn’t shot 
in the first act, and there an end. 

Speaking seriously, Mr. Printer, the only 
reason why both of these farces are not 
laughed off the stage is that they are 890 
prettily gotten up and so nicely acted. This 
is especially true with “‘ Bosom Friends,” in 
which Mr. Lester WALLAcK, as Mr, Union, 
gave us one or two delicious domestic scenes, 
while Mr. Gizzert, as Yielding, (a pig-headed 
fellow who pretends to give way to every- 
body, but always has his own way to every- 
body’s discomfort,) Mr. Fisuer as Dr. Bland, 
Mr. YouneG as Meanley, Mr. Norton as Capt. 
O'Donoghue, (an intrusive Irishman,) Mrs. 
Hoey as Mrs. Union, Mrs. Vernon as Mrs. 
Meanley, and, notably, Miss HENRIQUES a8 
Amy, (the daughter of the house,) aud little 
Miss Reeves as Theodore, (a roguish son of 
Yielding,) acted weil enough to have saved a 
much worse piece. 

In “No Rest for the Wicked” there was 
lees chance for good acting, but BLAKE was 
admirable as Monsieur Genet, Miss K®ENE 
was as gracefui and piquante as ever 
Madame Fernaud, Mr, CxraRLes WAtc0T, It, 
came near winning new laurels as Monsieur 


ts 
—_ 


[| November 1, 1862, 


} 





ee 
a 


November 1, 1862.] 





Fernaud, Miss Laura LEIGH was very sweet as the unsophisticated 
bride, and Mr. Perers did the part of a valet to the life. 

Idon’t care to see either of the pieces again, but they are both 
well worth seeing once at least, if only to admire the skill with which 
a good company can not only save a bad play, but make it, for a 
while, positively attractive. Pops. 

PS.—The next sensation in the dramatic line will be Maritpa 
Heron’s Camille, which we are to have presently at NisLo’s, where 
Mr. WHEATLEY appears determined to carry out his original pro- 
gramme of producing nothing but first-class plays and first-class 
players—a programme, by the way, which thus far has enabled him 
to make more money than all the other managers put together. }. 


—>— 
OUR WAR CORRESPONDENCE, 


LETTER FROM MCARONE. 
Potomac, Oct. 18th. 

DeaR Vanity :—When I last wrote you, it was from the guard- 
house. I did not remain there long. The other prisoners used their 
influence, and procured my discharge. I was not popular with them 
asacompanion. They claimed to miss things more after I came, 
than before. 

Ihave been amusing myself, lately, by small skirmishes with the 
enemy. There is a Colonel here, SraHL by name, who has never 
been able to get rid of the old fashioned notion that fighting is a 
prominent portion of a soldier’s trade. He is always fighting. I 
never saw such @ fellow. 

He don't seem to take much interest in politics. 

If the Zribune could only be brought to attack him . . . and I guess 
it will. . . his fortune would be made. 

Speaking of the Zrebune, my brave soldiers begin to ask when 
their nine hundred thousand Abolition comrades are coming along. 
I myself think that GREELEY ought to come to frink on his bargain. 
The President has done his half; now for Horace’s turn. 

... When I was travelling in Mesopotamia, I met with an intelli- 
gent Gunjah-Wallah. He was the proprietor of a hospital, so he 
showed me great hospitality. 

Amon other remarks incidental to our conversation, he said, in 
the high- oned Mesopotamian manner : 

“My house is your house. All I have is yours. My camels. 
date-patch. My daughter, for instance.” 

The daughter was a dark-eyed houri of the East, with silver ank- 
lets and lots of back-hair. I took her. 

The Gunjah-Wallah seemed hurt. 

“T guess you don’t quite understand the customs of this country, 
do you?” he inquired. 

“Not totally,” I said. 

“No? Well, now, when I offered you my property, I didn’t mean 
for you to be quite so literal.” 

“Ab! Why did you offer me your things, then ?” 

“Oh! I thought you wouldn't take ’em !” 

Now, there’s a moral to this anecdote, simple and touching as it 
appears. Mr. Greecey, like the wild dweller of the palmy plains, 
oflered Mr. Lincotn an army. ‘All my Abolition things are yours, 
0 Hadji!” says he. 

Lixcotn says: “ Well, yes, I'd like to have the use of ’em,” 
says he, 

“Oh! but,” says Greetey, ‘‘ J thought you wouldn’t take ’em !” 

I didn’t say anything more about it, to the Mesopotamian chief; 
but I have had a secret contempt for him ever since; though he is 
now doing a very successful business in Philadelphia, where he af- 
terward moved. I suppose LINCOLN feels a good deal the same way 
toward GrerLey, I should think he would. 

T have reliable information, from a Rebel deserter, that the Union 

y will leave this region as soon as an advance is determined 
upon. No raids of the enemy’s cavalry have been heard of, here, 
Since last night. 

It is now positively known that Generals BEAUREGARD, STUART, 
Ler, and Stonewall Jackson were killed in the fight at Antietam. 
President Davis also had his right arm blown off by the premature 
discharge of a canteen. This is not generally known. 

here is a report circulating in Washington that the Government 
8 about taking vigorous measures to crush out the Rebellion. This 
18 not authenticated. 

The great question of the day among the camps, is, who will be 
Governor of New-York? Many think that Seymour will be elected. 
If s0, who will take his position as dramatic critic of the Daily 

mes? This important consideration appears to have been over- 
looked by the nominating committee. Can’t you attend to it? 

-..I must beg you, dear VANrry, to pardon the somewhat abrupt 
conclusion to which I must bring this letter, but I have to go out 


My 





VANITY PATE. 





and fight a couple of duels between now and dinner-time, to oblige 
two very nice fellows whom I wouid not like to disappoint. ; 
Adieu, then... 
Lemember me, who am 


Ever yours, MCARONE. 
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TO SEMMES. 
THE ‘‘ Pirate’s Own Book,” Captain Semmes, 
To give every devil his due, 
Cannot show in its string of sea-gems 
One more worthy of stringing than you. 


We say to. his teeth, Captain Sxamezs, 

That JoHN BULL franked your vessel and crew ; 
Which one day in the mouth of the Thames 

Or the chops of the Channel he’! rue. 


Mercinarily bent, Captain Semxs, 
To the Mersey you late bade adicu ; 
Your Amercements-e’en MeRcY condemns, 
So if caught there’s no merey for you. 


Quite sarcastic reports, Captain Seams, 
You send back of the misehief you do; 

*T were a joke, for such side-gplitting “ mems,” 
Should we split your Two-Ninety in two. 


You are worse than Larirrg, Captain Sees, 
To his country that Pirate was true; 
But alas! no apology stems 
The stern tide of our hatred for you. 


Indulge your gay mood, Captain Semmes, 
Of your “‘ teaskettle” prate, you old screw, 
We've a brace that steam faster, and them’s 
To aT the tea-kettles for you. 


Our whalers you've fired, Captain Srmes, 
For our seamen no mercy you knew; 

But in spite of your smart stratagems 
You'll be waled till a wail comes from you. 


You have made one mistake, Captain SzmMes, 
British goods you have burned, if all’s true, 
And among England’s sage apothegms 
Is ‘I make all who injure me rue.” 


So it seems very like, Captain Semmes, 
When Joun BULL to the facts gets a clue, 

He'll send one of his ships from the Thames 
To assist us in bringing you to. 


i 


HOW IT WAS DONE. 


Tue Tribune is working hard to show the reason why the Demo- 
cratic party carried Pennsylvania, Ohio, and Indiana, and likewise 
exults over the great majority of Mr. Henry, the Republican candi- 
date for Mayor, in Philadelphia. What is the use of beating about 
the bush, Mr. GREELEY? Why not come out like a man and tell the 
truth about it? We could have posted you up long ago, having 
been specially posted up ourselves, by the Newark Pet, who does 
the posting up of General HALLECK. 

The fact is, large bodies of the Secession Army came North quiet- 
ly, and did a little voting in those States for the Democratic ticket; 
two or three thousand of them having been specially forwarded by 
JoHN Bett from Tennessee to his friend Henry, in Philadelphia. 
We therefore beg leave to state that, in our opinion, it would be bet- 
ter for the country (adopting Major-General Cassius M. Cuiay’s 
cheerful view of the subject) that the Mayor of Philadelphia should be 
immediately hung, and that the aforesaid CLay be authorized to ele- 
vate him forthwith ; moreover that he be at once denounced by (In) 
Sanitary BELLOWS as a political miscreant, and if the hanging does not 
finish him, we trust the denunciation will. We call imperatively, 
therefore, for a forward movement by Gen. McCLetLan, and the in- 
stantaneous bagging of every rebel in the field, or else there is no 
knowing what may happen in New-York on the fourth of Novem- 
ber. In the mean time we hope that the Zribune will come at once 
to the fountain-head for information, and thus be prepared with the 
reasons why and wherefore in advance, which will be cheerfully far- 
nished him upon personal application at the spacious editorial cham- 
bers of Vanity Farr. 
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THE FRENCA (?) BONNE. 


Enraptured Frenchman.— An! MA PETITE COMPATRIOTE, QUE JE SUIS RAVI DE VOUS TROUVER 101 !—O Crex !” 
French Bonne, (from Corque.) ‘ O SHELL, YERSELF !-—DON’T BE BODDERIN’ ME WID YER FURRIN GAB!” 











ANOTHER BLOW FOR THE UNION. 


Wasuineton, D.C., October 4th, 1862. 

DEAR Vanity:—A deputation of my townspeople, (town of Bel- 
lona, N.Y.,) respectaole in character and number, feeling great con- 
cern lest they should be drafted the 10th of this month, formally 
called upon me a few days since, and requested me to go to Wash- 
ington and intercede with the President to prevent, if possible, so 
unwelcome a proceeding as the enforcement of the threatened draft. 
Knowing that the President had for months been subjected to “great 
pressure,” I felt considerable delicacy about undertaking the mission, 
and thus expressed myself; but so earnestly was I besought by my 
neighbors, that at length I yielded, and came on here, where I ar- 
rived this morning. I forthwith called upon the President, who re- 
ceived me kindly—we are old acquaintances—said he was glad to 
see me, that he was troubled to death about the war, and wanted me 
to give him my views upon the whole subject. I thereupox told him 
the object of my visit, and further stated that I had matured a plan 
which, if carried out, would in my opinion, relieve him of all em- 
barrassment. He urged me to disclose it. I didso. He approved 
it, and directed me to embody it in a proclamation form for his sig- 
nature, which I did as follows: 


PROCLAMATION BY THE PRESIDENT: 


Whereas, I, ABRAHAM LINCOLN, President of the United States of 
America, did, on the 22d day of September, 1862, issue my procla- 
mation in substance declaring free the slaves of all persons in arms 
against the Government, unless such persons should lay down their 
arms, etc. ; and 

Whereas, such persons have not laid down their arms, but, on the 
contrary, wickedly persist in carrying on this unholy war, to the 
great loss in blood and valuable lives of our loyal men: 

Now, therefore, to avoid calling more men into the field—to pre- 
vent further loss of blood and life, and to end this unholy rebellion, I 
do hereby declare all persons who shall in any manner be connected 
with the army of the so-called Confederate States, on the morning of 








the tenth day of October instant, Prisoners or Wak to the army of 
the United States. 

And I further order that this proclamation shall be read at the 
head of each regiment in the so-called Confederate army, forthwith. 

Done at the City of Washington this 4th day of October, Anno 
Domini 1862, and of our independence the eighty-seventh. 

ABRAHAM LINCOLN. 

As the President finished signing this paper, he seized my hand 
in both of his, and with moistened eyes, in a voice tremulous with 
emotion, he said: ‘‘My dear Mr. Emtihed, you have relieved me 
from great tribulation, and our beloved country from all the horrors 
of civil war. My proclamation extinguished the cause of the war. 
Yours—for so I must call it—bas gone further, and ended up the war. 
Ishall have great trouble in satisfying Mr. Greetey with this step; 
but, inasmuch as I gave way to him and issued the emancipation 
proclamation, it is his turn to give me my way in this.” 

After some further conversation, the President directed mé to give 
the proclamation the greatest possible circulation. I suggested Vav- 
Ity Farr as the best medium. He assented. I then bade him good- 
bye, and hastened to send you this commuuication. 

Yours truly, EARNEST EMTIHED. 


_ 
— 





Salut a la France! 


M. LasBounayeE, in the Journal des Debates, has a long article upon 
America, in which he characterizes the present attitude of the Euro- 
pean powers towards this country as “ wise neutrality.” 

Vanity Farr salutes the utterer of that sentiment. 

Boulaye for you, M. LABOULAYE. 


Si 
Literary and Suggestive. 


A prRoMINENT book-seller announces a “new and taking Ro- 
mance.” 


We wonder what it takes from—probably from the French. 
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The Iwo Dromios. 


From THE CONFLICTING ARTICLES IN THE TRIBUNE ABOUT GENERAL McCLELLAN, IT IS EVIDENT THAT THERE 
MUST BE A DroMIO DUPLICATE OF GREELEY: THE GENUINE ONE MAY BE KNOWN, HOWEVER, BY THE MARK OF 
A STRAWBERRY-PLANT UPON HIS RIGHT ARM. 
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NOT TO BE DONE. 


Bella, (who has received a basket of choice fruit from Captain Brown.) 


ME THE SHAPE OF THE EARTH’S SURFACE AND ” 
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Disaster to General Greeley’s Army. 


| A PARAGRAPH in the Express of last Thurs- 
”\ day informed us that Braae’s rebel army had 
)driven before it from Kentucky into Tennes- 
see, no less than four thousand negroes hea- 
vily laden. We are inclined to think that 
“ negroes” is a misprint for “‘ wagons;” but, 
|should the statement be correct as it stands, 
| we must infer that the four thousamd contra- 
bands in question were on their-way North 
as commissariat staff to General GREELEY’s 
army of 900,000-dark men, when thi rudely 
appropriated by the rebel chief “Ht is as 
ti casy to realize the fact of four th@useand well- 
& packed negroes captured by Jerr Davis's 
%)Bracc, as: that of 900,000 ultra-abolition 
warriors raised by General Greener's ditto. 


A Railroad upen which Smoking is not 
. Allowed. 


Tne Lack Hawana. 


Neat and Appropriate. 
SoMEBODY advertises ‘“‘ Magic Currency 


Holders,” by which, we suppose, he mears 
pocket-books for the wretched gum-patches 
that still pass current. Perhaps the term 
“ Mavic Currency” contains a sly hit at the 
source from which our miserable substitutes 
for money may well be supposed to emanate, 
magic being generally attributed to the 

agency of the Old Gentleman in Black, 

te 
Up a Tree. 

“ WHEN you send round the festive decan- 
ter, my convivial friend,” said Orson to VaL- 
“‘ Now, Crar.es, TELL| ENTINE, “it’s little you think that if JoHN B. 
GouGH saw you in the act he would probably 


Charles.—* RounD, LIKE A APPLE—BUT I DON’T WANT A APPLE—I WANT ONE OF THEM Barrtert|liken you to a noxious, if not fabulous tree— 


PEARS AND SOME GRAPES.” 


OUR INSTITUTIONS. 


THE true-born American is wont to revel in the notion that he 
kuows something about his native country and her cherished institu- 
tions. Particularly herdrinks. If there is one thing about his native 
country that the true-born American generally imagines himself better 
“posted up” in than another, it is her various and fascinating bev- 
erages: but he may over-rate himself on the subject, may the true- 
born American; and lest he may think he couldn’t, wouldn’t, and 
doesn’t, just let him read the following advertisement cut from an 
English paper : 

“AMERICAN Drinks.—Mint Julap, Kisses, Gin-Sling, Ladies’ Squeeze, Europa’s 
Tipple, Old Abe, Mrs, Davis, Hebe’s Nectar, Cocktail, Shaker’s Glory, and other 
fashionable liqueurs, in bottles, 2s. 6d. each ; or 22s. per «doz,.” 

The true-born American will see from the above what a mere 
Know-nothing he is. He spells “Julap” with an e, for instance, 
and has no idea that it was originally derived from Dew Lap—an 
origin preserved by the Cockney who spells it with an a. He pro- 
bably never heard of “‘ Europa’s Tipple” as an earthly American nip, 
nor imagined that ‘Old Abe” and ‘‘ Mrs. Davis” had been subjected 
to a process of fermentation, strained through a fine cambric ‘hand- 
kerchief, and bottled off as a “ fashionable liqueur” at two shillings 
and sixpence British money, each. Little does the true-born Amer- 
ican reck or reckon about ‘‘ Hebe’s Nectar,” while, as for ‘‘ Shaker’s 
Glory”—well, we don’t know about that; delirium tremens is a na- 
onal corn not rashly to be trod upon: we have Shakers amongst 
us, But the true-born American must knock under to the Cockney, 
about American drinks. Let him travel, if he wants to learn some- 
thing about his native country and her institutions. 


“BULLY FOR LOOMIS!” 


ANoMALous as it may seem, about the most public thing in life is 
— private character. Particularly if he is not an Abolitionist 
of the ultra school, which kind of man doesn’t seem to have much 


‘the Deadly You Pass, you know.” 


private character to speak of. Mr. Joun VAN Buren’s private, moral 
character has been called over the coals by the Hvening Post, who 
got its coals from us to cook its original waterfowl upon. Now they 
are trying—the rabid Abolitionists are—to “scare up” a flaw or two 
in the private moral character of Mr. Seymour, but there seems to be 
a hitch about it, somewhere. Even at a Ward Republican Meeting, 
the other night, the Detracting Committee could not arrive at a satis- 
factory conclusion on the subject. A gentleman named Loomis, de- 
scribed as being *‘ from Onondaga, the home of Mr. Seymour,” was 
brought forward. He was armed with a pick-axe, for picking holes 
in the Conservative candidate’s character. Perhaps he had a broad- 
axe about him, to grind—but what did he say? ‘He chiefly,” ac- 
cording to the Zimes reporter, “ confined his remarks to the private 
character of the Democratic (Conservative) candidate, against which 
he admitted that but little could be said.” What that “ but little” 
was, however, Mr. Loomis did not say 
Oh! that “ but little!” 
* Man wants but little h below’ — 
but we rather suspect that he is not likely to get it, in the present 
case. Does not something of the fut loom through the very ad- 
mission of Loomis ? 
—_ 


* Fits Rather Tight.’’ 

Firz Boozery, slightly “juicy,” was trying to get on a new glove. 
‘‘Deuce take my hand! I believe it grows larger every minute!” 
cried he, endeavoring to jump into the kid. } 

“*T thought you had given up swearing,” observed Jenks. 

“So Ihave. I only said deuce take my hand for swelling so; and 
T say it again!” ; 

“ Well,” said Jenks, “ it is certainly smaller now than before you 
spoke!” 

“Why,” growled F. B 9 

“Because you have just re i it!” replied the incorrigible 
Joker. 
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ZOOLOGY OF THE CENTRAL PARK. 


t aoe TINERANTS in 
FREE LUNG 1 the Central Park 


| 


cannot fail to ob- 
ferve small crowds 
collected, at inter- 
vals, along the 
wire-fence of an in- 
closure adjacent to 
the Mall. The larg- 
est, and most gap- 
ing, of these little 
mobsis occupied in 
trying to stare out 
of countenance the 
Bird of Freedom, 
who sits forever 
upon his perch in- 
side a cage suited 
to his proportions, 
captive, but resign- 
ed. The _ park- 
keepers, if you ask 
: ill them, will tell you 
that the specimen before you is a Bald Eagle, but as he doesn’t show 
any appearance of baldness, we must only suppose that he wears a 
wig. No wonder people crowd to view such a treat as the Bird of 
Freedom in prison, with a wig on his venerated head. There isa 
small house in one corner of the cage, which the Eagle rents out by 
the day to a large White Owl. At night the Owl turns out for a hop 
round the premises, and the Eagle turns in for a snooze. They are 
the Box and Cox of the feathered tribes, The other little mobs re- 
ferred to are composed of more patriotic people, who prefer the sight 
of a suggestive monkey or a lemon-crested cockatoo performing free 
gymnastics, to that of the Bird of Freedom in captivity and a wig. 
When the itinerant is quite full of eagle, owl, monkey, cockatoo, 
and the other delicacies of the season contained in this enclosure, in- 
cluding venison, of which there are several, he had better make his 
way to the sequestered marshes lying a little to the south of the bell- 
tower. On his journey thither, he will probably be terrified by the 
occasional appearance of a domestic rat, which is one of the original 
Sere of the Park. The rat is useful in his way. He is the ‘small 
deer’ out of which Owly cuts his haunch of venison. Arrived at the 
swampy tract just mentioned, which is situated in the depth of some 
Poke bushes, the itinerant sees before him a great savannah, some 
fifty yards long by thirty wide, surveyor’s measure. In the middle 
of this extensive plain, which is intersected by a meandering, yet 
rushy river, three extraordinary birds are to be seen by the obser- 
vant observer. At first sight these birds present the appearance of 
large, ruffled pigeons, enjoying repose upon rocket-sticks which had 
come down there for the purpose from the sky rented by NIxon over 
Cremorne Gardens. These are Storks, and the rocket-sticks upon 
which each of them rests is one of his legs, the other being tucked 
up and put away among the ruffles of his sbirt. “Call him stork, 
eh ?” said a respectable-looking colored clergyman, who came upon 
the savannah with his gingerbread-colored wife. “Call Aim stork ? 
—why he don’t seem like to stork much with only one leg to his 
hack!” Nor does he; but when he puts the other leg down and 
proceeds with measured strides to the river for 
a drink, you should see him “stork.” Epwin 
Booru, in Hamlet, is nothing to him, then. Pur- 
suing his course through the tangled jungle with 
which the river is selvaged, the itinerant need 
not be startled as he comes suddenly upon a 
couple of fabulous fowls, enjoying themselves in 
the puddle with grotesque antics. These are 
Pelicans, kindly presented to the Central Park 
by Tom THorpPs, the Bee Hunter, who captured 
them as he was chasing the New-Orleans Bee 
round Lake Pontchartrain. The Pelican is a 
very interesting bird. It feeds its young upon 
potted sardines and other pickles, which it car- 
ries ina bag. We do not think its Bill is much 
larger than our own for groceries, but its voraci- 
ty knows no bounds. A large corps of fisher- 
men is constantly employed catching fish in the 
big pond, for the sustenance of the Thorpe Peli- 
cans, “ O Pescator del onda!” exclaimed we, 
addressing a venerable man of the craft who was 
jerking large pickerel and things into the crater-like gullet of one of 
these creatures. That was all we said to him; but it expresees a fine 
sentiment, and is Italian—what more? 




















Leaving the sequestered savannah and those charming dogwood 
wilds in which its six or seven creatures revel, let the itinerant come 
with us to the shores of the large pond or lake, near to the spot where 
the iron bust of ScHILLER 
frowns ironically at the 
funereal gondola of Venice 
that wheels moodily upon 
its moorings, yonder. It 
seems to us that the 
Swans aiways crowd to- 
ward tbis point. Theau- 
thorities ought to put a 
bust of SHakesPEaRE at 
the other end of the pond, 

80 as to distribute the 

snowy worshippers of the | 

swanny shrines; but then, ‘ 

they would have to import 

some Swans of. Avon, to @ 

be sure; for those in the 

Park are natives of Ham- 

burg, and Scuitter, only, 

would “draw” for them. 

If the itinerant happens to 

be a practical map, he will remark that a great license on the subject 

of swans has been enjoyed by the poets, painters, and mythologists 

of all ages. Who ever heard of a swan being characterized as “ stiff. 

necked”? Where is the artist who ever depicted one of these belied 

birds but with its neck twisted like this? The rash draughtsman 

who had done go in the middle ages had had his own twisted for his 

temerity. But we who see things as they are, O excellent itinerant! 

have the pleasure of pointing out to you that nothing in nature is 
straighter than a swan’s neck when 
straightened—no, not even a stork’s 
rocket-stick leg. ‘And what do you 
do with the swans in winter?” asked 
we of a fair-haired young park-keeper, 
fashionably attired in the cinereous 
uniform of hiscorps. “ Keeps’em ina 
sequestrated pond, sir, in the north of 
the Park, where we uses ’em for mak- 
ing charcoal.” ‘Ah! yes—but the pro- 
cess, the process!” shouted we, grasping 
carnivorously at the air like Mr. For 
REST. ‘See how white they be,” re 
plied the park-keeper, calmly: ‘“ When 
the snows of winter falls upon their dow- 
ny backs, it falls black ; it does, and we 
scrapes it off, and sells it to the govern- 
ment for making gunpowder.” 

After this disclosure we were not surprised when, as we rushed 
up among the rocks to escape from that cinereous park-keeper, we 
found ourselves face to face with the Spoonbill, who was having his 
meridian mock-turtle in a private puddle. Two little ducks in new 
bonnets were criticising him, and their exclamations of wonder—at 
the bird, of course, not at ourselves—were still ringing in our ears 
as we emerged from the Central Park. 


Ou! wuat a Spoon! 








On the Track. 


Tue Aldermanic Railroad Committee seems to have some trouble 
about what is called the T rail as applied to the City railways. Why 
don’t they refer the question to the Train? We should suppose 
that if anybody knows anything about T rails G. F. T rain is that 
body. 
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THE SUBSTITUTE MARKET. 


HERE has been a fair busi- 
ness done in substitutes, in 
different sections of the coun- 
try, throughout the past 
week, 

In Pennsylvania, smart 
mixed Western—half horse, 
half snapping-turtle — ruled 
as high as $500. Indeed 
we heard of $700 being paid 
in one case, cash down, for 
a decayed gentleman ad- 
dicted to drink, who is now 
serving his adopted country 
as a substitute for a wealthy 
merchant, by having deliri- 
um tremens and being lash- 
ed down to a guard-house 
bedstead, with two sentries 
over him, all the week 
round. 

The market has been 
quiet, steady, firm, active, 
but rather easier, in Ohio. 
Counterfeit articles continu- 
ed to be palmed off upon 
the unwary, at Cincinnati. 
One highly respectable citi- 
zen there, for instance, paid 
$450 cash for a large dead 
pig, which the butcher’s boy 
had rigged out with a coat 
and hat, and propped up 
against the door-pest, with 

a paper labelled “ substitute” pinned to its breast. Such conduct is considered reprehensible 
at Cincinnati, as tending to cast disparagement on the pig. 

Throughout the State of New-York, the market is exceedingly active in view of the draft, 
which is certainly to take place on the 10th instant, unless again postponed. In Westchester 
county, big farmers’ boys are buoyant. One who is noted for whistling at the plough fetched 
$350, a day or two since, to serve as a fifer in piace of a gentleman-amateur-flute-player at 
Fordham, who knows through a spirit-medium that he is booked for draft. The uncertainty 
of things in general, such as the possibility of no draft after all, has tended to check operations 
alittle; but the higher grades of substitutes—desponding clerks, for instance—are still up to 
the mark. 

In the City, things are easier since the breaking up of the substitute-brokerage system, 
which still exists, however, in full blow. The leading feature of the market on Saturday was 
afresh arrival of emigrants from the bacon-districts of England. {One sale of these is quoted 
at an average of $250 each for a batch of twelve, which fell to a rich banker whose twelve 
sons are liable to a draft should any draft take place—as it may or may not. The market 
closed noisy and riotous, with policemen collaring drunken substitutes, and several wickeds to 
go down. 


SIMPLICITY AT THE SOUTH. 


VANITY FAIR. 


215 
“When Taken to be well Shaken.” 


Amone war items, tl 


the following was lately 


} conspicuous: 


“CAPTURE OF QUININE AND MORPHINE,” 


We have always heard that these fellows 
were hard to take, and we are nearly wild with 
joy to hear that they have been taken at last. 
Let them be sent to the nearest Shaker set- 
tlement for prompt action. 

> _ 
A Slash with our Bistoury. 

“Cut and come again,” is a good old say- 
ing meant for encouragement; but if all is 
true that we hear about the field practice of 
our army surgeons, we should say that a more 
appropriate motto for that body would be, 
“Cat your stick and never come again.” 

——— 
Case of Destitution. 

Wuat is to become of the poor army chiro- 
podists, unless boots and shoes are supplied 
to the soldiers? No leather, no corn, no no- 
thing—+they will pine for want of sustenance 
and perish like poor Pilgrims of BUNYAN, as 
they are. 

, —_ 

A Chance for the Idle. 

Ve observe that an inventor has lately 
taken out a patent for an improvement in 
“ operating swells in musical instruments.’ 
Should the thing take, we may soon expect 
to see some of our young men of fashion 
grinding barrel-organs in the streets. 


- _- 
Tue Stamp of Shabbiness 
The blue postage. 
—— 
Special Dispatch from Frederick. 
“How is VirGixsta? Tell her at once to 
return to her home, and all may yet be for- 
given, FREDERICK,” 
—_ 
The Hyde Park of New-York. 


Tue “ Swamp.” 


WHEN you want something really refreshing in the way of sim- 
plicity—something quite pre-Adamite, in fact, though we question 
the wisdom of going back so far—you must look for it in the columns 
of some Southern journal, like the Richmond Examiner, for instance. 
Stuart's recent raid—or ride—which must have been so bad for the 
horses—it seems has been very good for the Hxaminer, which saga- 
cious print, on examining into the affair, is convinced that it is about 
the biggest thing of the kind on record. The Richmond Examiner 
is so delighted—so full, in fact, of childish and innocent enthusiasm 
on the subject—that it fairly checks itself, like one quite overwhelm- 
ed and drenched in happiness, who rubs his eyes and wilfully re- 
solves it into a splendid dream. Thus the Examiner : 


“On his [Stuart's] return, it is said that the Union Gen. Stoneman, at the head 
of the United States regular cavalry, threw himself across his pata, and that 
Stuart cut bis way through this opposition ‘ without the loss of a man.’ This 
part of the story is so delightfally astonishing, that we do not know how to cre- 
dit it. That he should have returned without loss if he had no engagement, is 
easily understood, but that he should have ‘cut his way through’ a superior 

of regular dragoons, without hurt to manor horse, sounds more like a 
‘rooper’s tale than a historic statement.” 


Well, it does. 

The Eraminer considers that the “intentions and plans” of Gen. 
Ize, though “delayed by the recent battle at Sharpsburgh,” “ have 
Rot been dismissed from his councils;” and it goes on to observe 
that “if he should be ever able to establish himself in Western 
Pennsylvania, (1!) it is difficult -to believe that the whole power of 


United States could drive him out during the coming winter.” 
Well, it is, 


| 
| 
} 
| 
| 


The Hxaminer doesn’t more than half believe the reports of 
Braae’s defeat at Perryville, and says: “ We should not be surprised if 
the next intelligence that reached us should be that of a decisive vic- 
tory of the Confederate arms in the West. Certainly all well-wishers 
to the Southern cause must earnestly hope for such a development.” 

Well, they must. 

The Hxraminer confesses it doesn’t like the looks of things in the 
West, and complains bitterly that “so far we have gained nothing 
but disappointment” in that quarter : 


“ All our battles there have been the same in kind. From New-Orleans even, 
we had Lovel’s glowing telegrams of the enemy’s repulse at the forts, followed by 
the fal! of the city. At Shiloh, we gained the most splendid victory of the wer, 
yet lost it next day at Pittsburgh Landing. Van Dorn shouted glory at Corinth, 
and then the fortitude of the nation was taxed by his calamity. If Gen. Brace 
has succeeded in breaking the evil spell that seems to eathral the Confederate 
fortunes in the West, he will certainly have a right to all our gratitude.” 


Well, he will. 

This is the result of the Hxamin 
things. 

As for the Richmond Whig, what do you suppose it urges as the 
true plan for the Sout. in the light of recent events? Something 
after this pattern :— 


examination into 


‘The President should issue a proclamation, dema 
pation proclamation be rescinded, and the whole 
brought within the rales of civilized warfare, and dex 
done we shall send forces into the North to b 
everything in their path. Nor ought this to be a 


Weil, it oughtn’t, certainly. 
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SCHOOL FOR CAVALRY. 


—— 
—=} 


[November 1, 1869. 


Ll 





Morro for the Herald. 
Ipse Dix-it. 
— oa 
“A Work of Supererogation.” 
COUNTERFEITING “ Confederate” Notes, 
ae Oe 
The “Switch in Time.” 


JENKS, reading of the Abolition fracag ip 
Boston, remarked that, although no friend to 
the “ Underground Railway,” he neverthelegs 
thought that it wouldn’t be a bad thing to 
run the G. F. Train off, by means of g 
“switch.” 





It Won’t Wash. 


SomE person who signs himself ‘A Euro. 
pean” has been writing to the editor of the 
Tribune, for information as to where he can 
obtain a first-rate bath. O dear! dear! these 
Europeans! when will they understand our 
institutions, our people? The idea of going 
to the Zribune for a wash! 


eo 


“Aux Champignons.” 


In English, stuck-up people are sometimes 
called mushrooms; and they might well be 
compared to the same in French, seeing that 
they hover about the high places of the land 
upon Sham Pinions—which sounds uncom- 
monly like French for the fungous delicacy 
referred to. 


$n en 
Absurd Mistake. 


It has been incorrectly stated that General 
Buett formerly served as a naval officer. 


Youthful Cavalier —“ Come, Brxt, s’PosE WE TAKE A TURN IN THE PARK, WID THE REST 0’ THE| He never could have belonged to the Fizer 


Upper Ten !” ’ 





under any circumstances. 








CAVED IN. 
A1r.—The Assyrian came down, etc, 


THE Conservatives came in their strength to the polls 
For the ‘‘ Union that was” to deposit their scrolls, 
And the ballot-box proved—the returns please to see— 
That the Greeleyite boasts were all men-da-ci-ty. 


The disciples of Brown thought the people were green, 
But their prospects look blue since rebuffed they have been, 
And like colorless dead leaves, when Autumn has blown, 
They are left “ up a tree,” high and dry, and alone. 


Pennsylvania to fanatics cried out “ Avast!” 

As her votes for the Old Constitution she cast, 

And Ohio, God bless her! came up with a will, 

And launched—like her bullets—her ballots “to kill.” 


And low lies pale GREELEY, WEN. PHILLiPs beside, 
In a syncope deep lie those brothers wool-dyed, 
And Lioyp Garrison, floored on conservative turf, 
Looks as black in his ire, as a ‘‘ chattel” or “serf.” 


And the negro-adorers wax pale and more pale 

As the news of defeat comes by lightning and mail, 
While that “nine hundred thousand,” of mythic renown, 
Are invisible all as the spectre of Brown. 


Oh! the “ New Union” party is loud in its wail 
As it writhes in convulsions from topknot to tail, 
By Buckeyes belabored and Keystoners gored, 
As it lived unrespected it dies undeplored. 


_— 
oe 


A Sketch from Nature, 
WALKING by the pleasant banks of the Atlantic Ocean the other 


day, we cbserved an aged, but still impetuous female, driving a 
tough and rather stout gander before her from the water, with a 








hyp stick, and as she went along she ever and anon lifted up her 
r 


8 
arms with an impatient jerk, and her voice with a loud “Shoo! 
shoo !” 

Now we are told, from day to day, that the reason why our grand 
army cannot advance into Virginia 1s because the soldiers have no 
shoes. ‘Shoo! shoo!” Mr. Secretary of War. We think we see 
an aged but still impetuous person—perhaps it is General GREELEY 
—driving you along with a sharp stick, while ever and anon he lifts 
up his arms with an impatient jerk, and his voice with a loud 
“Shoo! shoo!” 

We echo that cry, Mr. Secretary of War. Shoo! shoo! sir! and 
we shall keep up the little game until the shoe pinches you into get- 
ting shoes for the army. 


a ee 
Foray with an E. 


Ir may be that the successful raids made upon the North by the 
Rebels gave Louis Napouron his idea of trying a FoREY upon 
Mexico. 

ee 


- OUR BOOK REVIEW. 


Jean Valjean: by Victor Hugo, New-York: Carterton, 413 
Broadway. 


The fifth, and last volume of that very popular series of novela, 
Les Miserables, which must not be confounded with Mr. GREELEYS 
strawberries, although advertised “in that connection,” in the cdl- 
umns of the Zribune. They are riper than the Zribune fruit, a 
well as fresher. 


The Slave Power: by J. E. Catnnes, M.A. New-York: CARLETON. 


An Englishman’s view of the “ great issue” at stake between North 
and South. ; i 
N.B.—Lest we should not previously have mentioned it, we will 
here state that all works noticed in our Book Review are to be 
at the Mercantile Library, Astor Place. 
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